strained narrativity, which leads to the production of two maps to get the story straight, mapping a journey in which timing is impossible. One map is Freud's; the other is that of the English translators, the Stracheys, who found Freud's own map, his representation, rather wanting. We noted that Freud gets the Rat Man to tell his story three times, and that Freud points out errors of memory and displacements.
Steve had a very clear idea of what he wanted for the cover of his book, and oh yes, I could undertake it, I promised, with keenness. For three months I lied to him, saying my image or images were underway. I did draw, re-draw, on a postcard, the map of explanatory manoeuvres of the Rat Man's story, but it was of little interest. The postcard, one of Rome, from the 1950s -or back of a postcard, unsent then from Rome in the 1950s -was of interest to me, however. The front of any postcard is, I suppose, an image, and is for anyone to see; the back is a message, and intended from one to another. I do realise the image may be a message too, and that sometimes it is a message from the unconscious.
One night I dreamt the solution to the book cover, the image I was unable to find or resolve. I dreamt that I had taken postcards of Rome from my modest collection, and turned them into negatives of themselves by careful application of white gouache to the areas of shadow and grey or black gouache to the light areas. They were wonderful, beautiful, as images dreamt often are. On waking and taking up my desk in my studio, I
found they were rather more difficult to do than in my lovely dream, and the resulting postcards, my postcards to Steve and Paul, are clumsy and ugly. Look, you can see some of them here. As you can see, the postcards are utterly ruined. I cannot restore them to what they once were, even if I were to scrape away the layers of amateurishly applied paint. I produced quite a lot of them, each time trying to improve my rendering. I wanted them to be smooth, seamless, and indeed, their reproduction as further imagesnew images -to some extent makes them appear so. The inept lumpiness of my brushstrokes is no longer quite so visible. What is clearly visible in the amended 3 originals, the emergence of a background image, once the only scene, is not quite so obvious in its reproduction (I want to call this the replaying of a scene, but I am not quite sure why).
Steve writes of these postcards that there are not two scenes, before and after, but indeed, three, and to see them demands the viewer's move between 'visible, barely visible, and imagined scenes in the postcards' (xix). The positive view is still present, but partially erased in the production of a negative form. The postcard is still present -and a message could be written on its verso -but the original intention of the postcard from Rome in the 1950s has gone. It could be remembered, or revisited in situ. Yes, one could even take a flight to Rome to do so (I have done so but the postcards I wanted to send to you do not exist any longer); to stand in the same place from which the view was taken, a vantage point that may no longer be accessible or one that is obscured by trees or new Freud is working out the concept of psychical topography, the spatiality of mental processes. His topographic system divides the psyche into three systems, three levels.
Earlier, in 1896, he writes to Wilhelm Fliess of the stratification of ideas, or images or forgotten, yet is preserved nonetheless in the unconscious:
Let us, by a flight of imagination, suppose that Rome is not a human habitation but a psychical entity with a similarly long and copious past-an entity, that is to say, in which nothing that has once come into existence will have passed away and all the earlier phases of development continue to exist alongside the latest one (Freud 18). This is the first postcard of my talk: a set of negatives and a cliché. It is, one might say, a matter of structure, as well as one of meticulous cataloguing or insistent representation. Material that has had a life already is re-organised, yet the reordering leads to a certain disorder, a somewhat paradoxical economy. Most of the images are postcards, though some are photographs that were made into postcards.
There are no negatives in the production, but there are, for sure, clichés. crooking and spreading her fingers, crying out 'Keep still! -Don't say anything! -Don't touch me!', and she would make a peculiar clacking noise, 'like a ticking ending with a pop and a hiss', but I digress.) This is my fear, of course, that something is under my nose all the time, but I will fail to recognise or to represent it, and worse still, will resort to invention or feeble excuse, offering on the spur of the moment some sort of motive for my senseless behaviour (to make sense of the world). Yet on occasion, something is found and recognised, among the clichés of popular representations, and yes, then one might say that an image might an idea that speaks … here is the example I promised:
from Chiens des Pyrenées.
III
Reproductions III follows Reproductions I -and it is clear that there is a gap, Reproduction II.
The latter is an exhibition of largely photographic works, derived from extant material in magazines, including photographs of belts or waists, bodies or fashion accessories, kneelength skirts, which appear both constraining and oddly liberating, truncated bodies in attractive trousers and defining belts (the women of Femmes d'Aujourd'hui, Modes de Paris,
and Modes travaux have seen the 'opening of all the doors of competition' and they are certainly not afraid to wear the trousers, or indeed, a nice pair of striped slacks or a glittering cat suit, as long as the situation warrants it), or lovely dresses (day and one evening), and an accompanying small catalogue of two booklets, each with an essay. I digress.
Reproductions III is another subscription series, following the success of

Reproductions I (with many satisfied customers). The series is subtitled Du Monde/Of the
World, and if you will forgive a perhaps grandiose notion, I was thinking about Maurice Merleau-Ponty's account of vision and visibility (that we are looked at, in the spectacle of the world), and Jacques Lacan's commentary thereon (that the world is not exhibitionistic, it does not provoke our gaze, but when it does, the feeling of strangeness begins). So I think that I met the remit of the conference for which this essay was written, if somewhat hastily or obliquely, which sought to address the scopic drive, even if I did not answer the question posed.
It is, of course, quite correct that I should not do so, for the purpose of the drive, according to Lacan, if I understand the master correctly, is not to reach a goal but rather to circle around an object, and this is where the real pleasure lies, in the repetitive circuit that transgresses the law of the pleasure principle. The scopic drive is the partial aspect where desire is realised, and here, in the categories of the world, desire is exposed in things or pictures of things but also in the words that describe or locate things and pictures. It is only the world, not a view of the universe, and as Freud remarks in a lecture of 1932, the work of art does not seek to be anything but an illusion, and 'except for a few people who are spoke of as being possessed by art, it makes no attempt at invading the realm of reality' (New Introductory Lectures 160). proposed did not take place. By the time I visited the chateau again, the work was different. The title was not changed, however, in the advance publicity -the booklet of forthcoming events in Morsang -and there, the work described is the work I did not make. In a way, there have been two works, a work of fiction and a work that took place, yet, I suppose, both are imagined. The invitation was printed late, however, and risked arriving on the day of the opening event or even later, when it would have invited guests to an event that had already happened, as did the notice at the back of Art Press, in which the opening event was given as Friday rather than Thursday. The invitation must have arrived at its destination, as enough people came to constitute my audience. A choir rehearsed for a concert it had already given, in the room next to the large salon in which the audience sat, facing a very large photograph, fitting exactly into the frame of the ornate boiserie opposite. The photograph duplicated the scene in front of it, but without the audience.
Femmes du
It showed the gold chairs, with red velvet seats, empty, like the salon itself. Some people were charmed; some were confused. At the other end of the room the corresponding panel held two texts: one was the account of a man in the audience, the other that of a woman, echoing the text of the invitation. These texts are now collected in a small book, the cover of which reproduces the invitation card. The postcard and a photograph that is not the postcard mirror each other, at the beginning and at the end. Some of the photographs are of the château; some are not, and yet they might be. The centre image is a photograph in a mirror. This book was not for sale; it was circulated to those who were 24 at the opening event, to those who came later and asked what there was to see, and to those who have never been there.
26
Some people were late, and missed being in the photograph I took for the postcard.
The staging was not a performance as photographer, though some took is as such, and applauded. I was wearing a particularly beautiful skirt, matching the lovely gold silk curtains I had made for the interior doors and windows, curtains that many people thought had always been there and did not consider as part of a work of art, yet which transformed the room, restoring it to an imagined past. The choir performed splendidly, conscious of the audience in the adjacent room. The postcard of the audience was posted to those who left their addresses, and to five hundred people on the chateau's mailing list, as was the publication a year later. The card is a little dark, perhaps. There is a negative and a cliché. This is my final postcard. I posted it to the first person to ask me, and I wrote (as I promised) the message she requested. I can only suppose it arrived at its destination.
